NIGHT

of the driver took some time, because Milton had to
examine every piece of small silver in his pocket before
he came to the conclusion that he could not provide the
exact combination required for the fare, and in the end
it was Adele who paid it.

There were only about a dozen scattered people sitting
listlessly inside the big cafe down the boulevard. Milton
led Adele to a corner and bade the waiter bring two bocks.
Then he told her to watch what happened. He marched
ponderously out into the middle of the interior and stood
among a thicket of empty chairs and tables eyeing every
small group in turn. At last he perceived not far from
one of the entrances an elderly gentleman reading an
evening paper. He walked over in his direction and stood
with folded arms, glaring down at him ferociously. The
elderly gentleman bore it for a moment or two; but
presently he became a little restless under this concen-
trated gaze. He beckoned to the waiter, paid for his cup
of coffee, folded up his paper, and walked hastily out into
the boulevard. Milton asked the waitei; who he was.
The waiter said he did not know, but that he often came
in late like this. By now some of the people at the other
tables were beginning to stare. Milton took out a pocket-
book and made an entry. Then he shook his head, clicked
his tongue, and walked back to Adele. He asked her if she
had seen the way that suspect had bolted out of the cafe*.

" // avait peur? " she asked.

Milton nodded gravely.

" Tu es terrible^ tu sats^ mon grand hommej* she declared
fondly.

That was all he wanted. He paid for the bocks* and
together they left the cafe\
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